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NUMBER FIVE. INTERVIEWS WITH SEAM AND JUNE OF 44 


ESSAYS, DIARY ENTRIES, THE PALACE BROTHERS & MORE 


“...L would spend whole nights in bars, smoking and drinking 
as though I meant to kill myself, quoting verses from minor 
sixteenth-century poets, making obscure references in Latin to 
Medieval philosophers, doing everything I could to impress my 
friends. Eighteen is a terrible age, and while I walked around 
with the conviction that I was somehow more grown-up than 
my classmates, the truth was that I had merely found a different 
way of being young.” 

-Paul Auster in Moon Palace. 


trash heap #5 is a music magazine. it is distributed by sure-fire, parasol, brassland, go! 
compact discs and yakuza. all images were scanned by gabriel kuo. for ad rates, orders, 
and correspondence write to : 
(andrew kuo @ po box 552 scarsdale ny 10583.) thanks. 


“But what is it to be a writer? Writing is a sweet, wonderful reward, but its 
price?... It is the vanity and the craving for enjoyment, which is forever 
whirring around oneself or even around someone else- and enjoying it. The 
wish that a naive person sometimes has: “I would like to die and watch the 
others crying over me,” is what a writer constantly experiences: he dies (or he 
does not live) and continually cries over himself.” 

Franz Kafka. Letter to Max Brod, 1922 


Do you ever catch yourself thinking a little too much? I know I over-analyze 
experiences and maybe reflect back on things more than I really should. | am a student 
at the Rhode Island Scool of Design in frigid Providence, RI. I was born in Queens, NY 
but spent most of my life in a small yet accommodating suburb called Scarsdale, about 
forty minutes up from the big city. I have a lot of friends in both Providence and 
Scarsdale, some of which I'd like to think Tam rather close to. This is the fifth issue of 
my humble magazine, of which I have been publishing for about two years. I guess you 
an say my main interest outside of my schoolwork is music, specifically the kind I 
write about in the magazine. Not so much the music itself, but what kind of baggage it 
comes with, 


My first exposure to music had a lot to do with a very plain looking Pittsburgh-type 
person named Bill Julin. We were classmates during a summer program at Carnegie 
Mellon University in 1993. He introduced himself to me, a high school kid adorned with 
braces, long hair, and fucked up social skills, by giving me a third generation dub of 
Slint’s Spiderland, which I didn’t really take to at the time, probably because it seemd 
so foreign to me. Regardless, three weeks later he took me to see the band Codeine play 
with three other bands: Moonshake, the Grifters, and Pittsburgh locals Don Caballero. T 
think it was my first show. I never got to say good-bye to Bill at the end of that summer 
because he was recording with his band at the time a bus took me away, but maybe that 
was better. Sometimes | wish I had stayed behind and waited for him to come back to 
his cluttered studio space. but it doesn’t bother me anymore. A few months later he sent 
me a copy of his band’s demo and subsequenty lost all contact with me. The last I'd 
heard was that Bill gave up on his band, as well as art school, and took up a job with his 
father in the construction business. 

I can’t exactly say why I started this magazine two years after my summer in Pittsburgh, 
or if it really had anything to do with Bill Julin, but all I can say is that I'm glad I 
decided to do all of this. So Spiderland eventually became one of my favorite albums, 
but the CD just wasn’t the same as that hissing, summer tape. Yeah, I still listen to Bill’s 
run-down dub in my car, when I’m driving in my car, counting the minutes before I get 
home. 


This issue is $3.00 post-paid. I still have a few copies Trash Heap #4.5 left. It’s an all- 
review issue with fold-out covers hand-printed onto butcher paper courtesy of the 
drawing studios at RISD. A documentaion of my descent into home-made aesthetics. 
Half-letter sized and zeroxed. [$1.50 post-paid.] 

Trash Heap #4: The big high school issue with lan Mackaye and Codeine interviews; 
and essays and interviews from Superchunk, Jawbox, Pavement, Tuscadero, the Meta- 
Matics, the Secret Stars, Yo La Tengo, Kicking Giant, Refrigerator and more. Essays by 
Mike Appelstein, Alec Bemis and myself, and live rock photos. Everything is high 
school, right down to the cheesy back cover. My first big leap and my biggest failure up 
to date. Please do. Printed. [$2.50 post-paid.] 

Trash Heap #3 has interviews with Superchunk, Helium, and Dave McGurgan. Poorly 
written essays with a primitive cut and paste layout. Zeroxed. [$2.00 post-paid.] 

#2 has a Rodan interview with Jason Noble before they broke up, a Rodan/Don 
Caballero discography, and random essays about food and comics. Zeroxed. Hand-sewn 
copies are sold out. [$2.00 post-paid.]. #1 with Jenny Toomey and Kristin Thompson is 
long gone. Make checks out to Andrew Kuo and all overseas orders add $1.00. 

Thanks to Gabriel, Dave McGurgan, Alec Bemis, Sooyoung Park, Doug Scharin, and 
my parents. Also, Ron at Surefire, Howard Greynolds, Naomi and Scott at Touch and 
Go, Jeff Mueller, Ida, Vicky at Autotonic, CeCe Stelljes, Karl and Felice at Girlie 
Action, Gene Booth, Julie Butterfield, Trey, Eric Anderson, and Sarah Gurney. Big 
thanks go to repeat advertisers: Ben Piekut, Mac at Merge, Dennis Callaci, Cynthia at 
Dischord, and to all other advertisers in this issue. 

Some products that I liked and will forever endorse include Alec Bemis’ Jaboni Youth 
#4, Panaphobia #4 is very cool, as is Panegyric #3 which is done by my friend Bjorn’s 
brother. Bjorn and Eric have also teamed up to start the Krebstar label, and they've done 
a tape comp with the Crabs, Six Cents and Natalie, Driver UFO and so on. As for 
Westchester, Pumpernickel has a CD now. I love the direction Brandon has taken White 
Bread. Fort Thunder in Providence has pretty good shows once in a while, and their hit- 
and-run paste-up posters are one of my favorite things about the city. The band 
Lightning Bolt will be playing there a lot. Brian Chippendale, who plays drums for that 
band, as just finished his comic, titled Maggots. My friend Sarah just started a zine 
called Space Cadet and for that genre of music, I like it a lot. As always, Dave 
McGurgan’s Yakuza magazine, Sean Tollefson’s Thrill! and Mike Appelstein’s Caught 
in Flux are worthy of mention as well. 

When reading Trash Heap #5, listen to the Spinanes’ Strand, any or all Bedhead 
(preferably Beheaded) and the Velvet Underground. The new Jeremy Enigk album gn 
Sub Pop was nice to listen to while I was engulfed in my cut and paste hell. As for my 
future plans, my next issue will be a big full-size split with Jaboni Youth, complete with 
a7” record and all. After that, I’m not sure what I’m going to do. I want to do a seven- 
inch record with Lightning Bolt, granted I have enough money left over from the 
magazine and they stop blowing bass speakers. Cross your fingers, though 


Andrew: 


I guess I want to start with your 
involvement in Codeine. The band was 
to play a slower style of music 


compared to the bands you play in now, 
h use faster, more off-time beats. 


Di u ever feel restricted in Codeine? 


Doug: Oh yeah. Definitely. It 


became kind of a problem to play with 


those guys, actually, because it was so 
structured, I mean, June of 44 is pretty 
structured too, but there is some 
looseness in writing this music. There’s 
more of an outlet for me. I joined 
Codeine and I was the third drummer. 
maybe the fourth, actually 


guy for two d 


$ (cont, or 


a 


before me and they had already tried to record most of that stuff on the The White Birch record. A lot of 
that stuff was already on tape, so I learned everything on the tape and that’s the way they wanted it to be 
played. There was really very little imput from me there in a creative sense. In a way, it was good 
because to play that slow and to keep time like that and to have that restraint really taught me some 
valuable lessons. I learned a lot from it, but it got to the point where I wanted to do more with it and at 
the same time Codeine was coming to an end. The idea needed something else and there was a lot of 
frustration on Steve’s part. I think he was looking for more inspiration and he was having a hard time 
finding it to put in the new material. A couple of the songs from The White Birch were written a week 
before they had to have been written. It came out cool and everything, but he was having a hard time. I 
think he needed to step back from it for a while. So it was definitely a good lesson for me. I learned a lot 
from playing in that band, I had been experimenting with different things before Codeine, which is 
actually the Rex band, but under a different name. ANDREW: Really? I thought you put Rex together 
after the Codeine break-up. Doua: Yeah, Curtis and I had been playing together for six 
years and Phil was one of our three bass players in that band. So that was a little crazier. I mean, I 
learned a lot from playing with Codeine, but J learned a lot from playing with the guys in June of 44 and 


Rex, too. ANDREW: So when Codeine dissolved, what were your 
feelings? Douc: Honestly? 


______ ANDREW: It sounds like you were happy with the break-up. 

DouG: Yeah, I was happy to see it go. To tell you the truth, Steve and I had a lot of personal problems. 
We had a really long tour in Europe and by the end of that I had pretty much already quit the band. I 
stayed in Europe for a couple of weeks and I got back to New York and we kind of patched things up 
But on the next tour, it got really bad again. Steve and I have different philosophical approaches to life 
and to music, and that became a problem. And on top of the frustration on a creative sense, I think our 
conflict was making life difficult for everybody. I was relieved when it ended. It wasn’t a bad thing at 
all. It was a great experience. We traveled a lot, but by the end it was time 

—_ — _ANDREW: So now you're in June of 44, and Rex is recording 
and playing shows now. Do you ever fear that you’re spreading yourself thin throughout so many bands? Sq 
Doua: Um, I'm starting to get a little concerned. Well, we've been talking about this... it’s not like I é 
save ideas for either band. I don’t have any problem with playing a similar beats when I make up parts 
for songs in June of 44, and the same goes for Rex. It’s just part of me. But the term ‘spreading yourself 
thin’ is kind of broad in some sense. On a physical level, though, I’m rather concerned because I don’t 
have a lot of time to rest. I've been feeling a little wiped out lately, but I’m enjoying it. One day I feel 
like, “Shit, I can’t be doing all this.” and the next day, if I get good sleep that night or something, I'll 
feel fine. Just the other day I pulled a muscle in my back when we were practicing and I said, “Man, I’m 
beat up. I feel like shit.” But I got some sleep and took some pain-killers and felt fine the next day. So it 
hasn’t been such a problem yet, but at this time next year you should ask me that question again. It 
already looks like it’s going to be a busy year. I don’t think I’m going to be home for more than four 
months. I enjoy all the traveling, but it gets a little draining 


ANDREW: Are you happy with the ways things are going now? 
DouG: Yeah, definitely. I'm super-excited about the music that 


going on right now. I'm re: 
dif 


ly looking forward to recording the next June of 44 record, It’s a little bit 


rent this time because when we made our first record I didn’t know Fred or Sean. It only took two 


weeks to record, and we didn’t even know it would become a record. And this time we're writin 


material from scratch whereas last time it was like, Jeff had a son; 


and Sean had a song... and Fred and | 
= — learned them. And as for Rex, we just recorded an EP for Southern. It's a waltz EP. All the songs are in 
waltz time. It came out really great, and everybody's really excited. Yeah, so I’m really happy with the 


music right now and everything seems pretty good. There was tension in Rex about me being away a lot, 

R but we're overcoming that tension and getting over all of that. Things have been much more relaxed 
Everybody’s really happy. I’m just trying to work out my time and keep everybody happy and shit like 

that. This is what I want to do. I never thought I'd get this busy, but it’s exciting at the same time, too 
ANDREW what do you think you would do? 
DOUG: Wow. You know, I don’t think I can answer that 


That's a tough question because... I’ve been thinking about that, too. What would happen if couldn’t 


you could give up music entirely 


play? If I couln’t physically play for some reason I'd still be involved with it somehow. I think I'd record 
ecords or do something like that. But at the same time I think I would lose interest if I wasn’t playing. 1 


don’t see myself as an engineer... but man, I don’t really know what I would be doing. It’s a hard 


wanted to do for a long time. I don’t think I want to do much else. But if I couldn't do it I'd probably 
find a way to travel. I've been thinking about going to Thailand and becoming a Buddhist monk 
ANDREW: Really! DouG: Yeah, I'd probably do something insane like that. But traveling is my second 
love, so I'd find a way to do that. ANDREW: Well, I'm at the point where there's a lot of pressure on me 


‘ 
‘\ question for me to answer because I persued playing music full-time for so long. It’s what I really 


toc 


becoming a musician’ DouG: W 


hoose a career path. When you were at this point, did you have any other asperations other than 


d for 
me, man. I was reading your zine, and you had that interview with Steve [Immerwahr] about school. A 


en I was e I star Jaying drums. It was weir 


lot of the stuff you were saying I was totally relating to. It sounded like I went through the same thing. I 
didn’t go to college. I was into high school for the first few years. I played sports, I was the lacrosse 
captain and shit like that. And then at the end of my junior year I just started listening to music and I got 
turned onto it through a friend of mine who had a lot of great records. I was listening to the first Elvis 
Costello and the Attractions record and the first Clash record and all that shit totally changed my life. It 
really did. All that English punk rock stuff of the late seventies. It really changed my life a lot. I'd been 
really into music from the z 


ge of about eleven or twelve 


My mom’s boyfriend was a drummer who lived in New York, so we used to 
go to New York a lot. He was playing in this band when I was twelve and he came up to our house in 
Connecticut and rehearsed there for a tour they were doing. I hung out with them when they were there 
and I started going to studios in New York where they would work. Just kind of sitting in and just 
watching what was going on in terms of the whole production of records. I started hearing music that I 
could relate to. It really cahnged my perspective of school and I totally lost interest in school. I used to 
hang out with a large group of people and I stopped seeing them and I bought a guitar. I stopped going 
to classes, started failing tests, and got kicked off the lacrosse team, but I was happy about it. From then 
on I just kind of persued music and that’s what I knew I really wanted to do. So, it took a while but... 

ANDREW: So did you ever wish you hadn't stumbled onto those records’? 
DouG: No! I never wished that. I’ve never wished that I hadn’t gotten myself into all this. Never. Not 
yet, anyhow. No. No way. It changed my life in a good way for sure. I don’t know what I'd be doing 
sang, Shit... I would’ve gone onto school, worked at a menial job, probably have a family by now. So many 
people who I went to school with haven't done anything. They're all on the same wave. Percieving 
-_ reality, you know what I mean? Everybody who I grew up with has a family, kids, living a very 


structured life. I don’t want to life any kind of structured life. So no, I don’t regret it. I never wished I'd 
never heard it. So are you finishing school now? 
ANDREW: No, this is my freshman year. DOUG: You're going to Brown? 
ANDREW: Rhode Island School of Design. It’s pretty cool, I guess. DQUG: Is it? 
ANDREW. Yeah. Art school is a pretty big departure from high school. In essence I’m presented with the ‘ j 
same problems, but the teachers expect different kinds of solutions. I don’t know. I’m just getting | 
started. DOUG: What are you interested in? 
ANDREW: At this time I think it’s graphic design. That’s what I like to do. But it’s either like, you’re 
amazing or you don’t matter at all, you know? One or the other. There’s no in-between 
aa ________ Dou: Yeah. I never felt like I was an amazing player. It took me a while to gain any kind of 
L. confidence. Nobody taught me how to play. I did give it up for a year and I stopped playing altogether, I 
worked at a construction job everyday and that was good, but I had to go back to it. To me, music is like 
a vehicle | use to gain a spiritual kind of knowledge for myself. Kind of learning through music that 
that’s really what it represents to me. Opening up a spiritual path, and that why I would never consider 
giving it up. There’s always more to learn and enjoy it more and more, Even when I feel like it’s too 
much work, it’s better work than anything else. It’s better work than working for ‘the man’ anytime. 
ea 


Resyendnnttvves 


ANDREW: | like to end interviews with this question; If you ad the oppurtunity to put sort of a disclaimer 
in your records about you, that says nothing about music or the bands you’ve been in, what would you 
want the listener to know about your personality? DOUG: Man, you've got some good questions! [long 
pause] I don’t know if words can answer that. 

JEFF MUELLER: Hi, can I join in? DouG: Yeah, 
this man just asked me a tough question. You saved me. JEFF: I just got harassed by some guy at the 
bar. He wouldn’t leave me alone! DOUG: Yeah, there are some crazy people here. What up with this 
town, man? ANDREW: When you start playing, that guy by the bar who’s wearing that overcoat will do 
this crazy, drunken dance. It’s pretty weird. JEFF: No way! Not that guy! That’s the guy who’s been 
bothering me. DOUG: That’s the guy who speaks Jeff’s mother language. 

JEEE: Yeah, he’s been speaking Italian to me. He’s fucking nuts. 

Dou: He is out there, man! Uh, this is the question. 

JEFF: Is it a good one? 

DOUG: Just a difficult one for me to answer. Ask him. Tell him the question. 
ANDREW. If you had the opportunity to include a disclaimer of-sorts in your record... 
JEFF: That you bought? 

Dou: That I’m on. 

JEEE: Oh. 


aa aa... 


ANDREW: And it would have nothing to do with what bands you were in or where your band is from, I 
mean, what to you want the listener to know about you that he or she can’t get from the music? JEFF: 
Oh, that is a tough one! It’s going to take a minute to decipher that one. Di Yeah, I don’t know, 
man. That's a really good question, a really good question... JEFF: This disclaimer has to do with 
yourself, and nothing to do with the record? Like a secret? 

ul __DOouG: No, not really 
JEEE: Just something you want to dismiss? DOUG: Maybe something about yourself that’s even more 
than what you've expressed in your music. ANDREW: Exactly. Like if you met a stranger on the street 
and you wanted to tell them something. They don’t care about the music, and the press stuff... That’s the 
Kind of stuff I think about a lot. That’s why I choose to do interviews in the first place. 
JEFF: That a tough one. It’s not even like a disclaimer, but more like a confession. Like giving your 
audience another side of you. Your audience knows you as one thing, and you want to show them the 
other half. DouG: Yeah. 
JEEE: Well, Doug Scharin’s a very complex man. Doug Scharin is a multi-faceted individual. I think I'm 
going to leave you with this one, but that guy is really freaking me out. I should take a walk. 
Doua: See you. Um, I guess... shit. [ long pause } The reason I put out records in the first place is to 
express something that you can’t express in words. It’s something that’s definitely deep and internal 
Hopefully the music that I play expresses something about me that a discernible listener is going to pick 
up. For me, the reason for playing is like a quest for my own personal knowledge, you know what I 
mean? Maybe that’s what I'd say. If you don’t get it from the music, that’s the reason behind it. It’s 
means for personal probing, understanding of human behavior, spiritual knowledge, I guess? I can’t say 
more than that. You had me on the ropes with that one. ANDREW: [ to Jeff ] Do you have an answer for 
that yet? JEFE: | guess art is the other side of my life that music doesn’t really 
let onto. Which in some ways is like, the pull is stronger in that direction for me. But maybe it’s not. It’s 
toss and turn both ways. Art is the thing that’s been cultivated in me since I was four years old, Since 1 
can remember doing anything at all, I’ve painted. 

—___ DouG; Yeah, I think there’s a lot of things I want to do that I don't 
even know yet. In time I think painting is something that I want to do, and I’ve never really done it. For 
some reason I think about it a lot. I’m starting to relate to it a lot more. I see connections. The more I 
learn about music... I understand so much more, like in painting and sculpture. ‘Things like that I can see 
worth in. 


“URL DOIU AOA B ST ot 

Joe] WsyINOS ay] UO WMTY paj[ed 19afo1d w payers Ose sey ay 
aes “pb Jo ounf pure 
XI Jo} sunip sXejd Mou pue 

aulapoo 

Pueq oy 10} sumnip padeyd ay 

“uLIeyos Snop yA MaTATOIUT Ue seAL sty 


I think I first heard 
Trudy Dies” halfway 
through a mix tape, on 
ide. At that 
time I was fully 
immersed in high school 


the secor 


and was in love with the 


misunderstood misfit 
idea, but that thought, as 
most of my thoughts 
were back then, was 
fleeting. I was a regular 
at a tiny record store 
called Rockin Rex, which 
has since gone under, and 
I would say it was my 
first exposure to any type 
of ‘scene’ if that’s what 
you want to call it. The 
store had frequent shows. 
and I, too, was in a band 
called Jimmy Superfly 
named after the over-the 
hill, gimmicky wrestler 
of the same name. The 


bands all broke up after 


the store folded, and it 


was like the ene’ of 


dozens of teenag 


ers was 


zapped forever. Jimmy 
Superfly, too, broke up 
You see, we were just 
kids. That year I 


remember missing a 


eat 


deal of friends due to 


college and diverting 
interests and opinions, 
but I also recall meeting 

a lot of other people, who 
would later become 
rather close to me. I also 
remember preparing 
myself for senior year, 
and all the anxiety of 
college and graduation it 
would inevitably bring. 1 
finished the first issue of 
the magazine that 
summer 


A few months later, I 
was in my senior year of 
high school, trying to sort 
out dozens of college 
applications and grade 
point averages. I 
graduated with a 
bittersweet taste in my 
mouth, but I knew for 
sure I was excited about 
college, which was the 
general consensus of my 
class. Age became an 
issue for me for the first 
time, as my classmates 
started to look like and 
act like mirror images of 
their parents. 

That summer, I spent 
my days playing stickball 
and my nights throwing 
rocks at rusty parking 
signs in the 7-Eleven 
parking lot. The air was 


always thick of burnt 
cigarettes and gasoline 
One month later, when 
all my friends would be 
gone from home, my 
friend Mark and I went to 
blow all our cash at some 
record stores in the city 

It was the night he, too. 
would leave for school 


Even the his school 


was only half an hour 


it kind of meant 
the end of summer 


awa 


So by this time it was 
my first week at coll 
and I had bi 
with a single room and 


en cursed 


few people to talk to. The 
only form of entertain 
ment I enjoyed was 
shopping for records. Not 
necessarily listening to 
them, but going through 


each piece of vinyl ina 
store during the course of 
an hour or so. I would 
literally enter a store 
when it was bright out 
and step outside into 
evening, wondering 
where I was. I created 
catalogs in my head and 
washed my hands of the 


thin layer of filth that 


bROS. 


had transferred from old 
used records. Those 
months are a blur, as 
anyone who's been there 
can tell you 

Finally, I am in the 
midst of a hellish 
workload during my 
second semester at school 
when my funds were 
completely drained, 
at 


leaving my balan 
$0.11. Still 
week Drag City reissued 
all the Palace 7”s. At that 
point I finally owned a 
Trudy Dies” 

In a fucked up way, it 
was like I had come full 
circle. It’s tough not to 
get too caught up in 
nostalgia 


that was the 


copy of 


sometimes. 


a conversation with 
sooyoung park UsI 
of the rock band 


ge (i 
O ) 


ANDREW: I guess I should start by saying that I don’t like to talk about music that much, but more about where the music 
is coming from. SOOYOUNG: I sort of noticed that already by reading your fanzine. 

ANDREW: Yeah, I guess somewhere along the way that just sort of happened. I mean, I like music, and talking about it is 
interesting when you avoid being so concrete about it. So, I guess I want to start with what you felt when you went to 
college. SOOYOUNG: You mean just going there and getting dropped off? ANDREW: Well, what was it like to leave home? 
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SOOYOUNG: | have to say that I was pretty psyched to be getting away from home at that point in my life. Not so 
much because I had a bad home life or I didn’t get along with my parents or something like that, but it was a kind of 
oppressive environment for a kid. I don’t think I had much of an identity and I don’t think I had grown up as much as the 
other kids had at that age. Although, I would say that the first few months I spent at college were very lonely. I don’t 
know, I was kind of immersed in my studies at that point and I wasn’t socializing a whole lot 
ANDREW: That’s what it was like for me during the first weeks here. I’m sure it had a lot to do with leaving home. But not 
really the place itself, just all my friends. I can’t remember anything that’s been tougher on me. What was it like leaving 
your friends? SOQOYOUNG: There weren't a whole lot of people I kept in touch with from high school and at this 
point there are even fewer. Probably my closest friend from high school ended up going to the same college as me and it 
seemed not to be as big a deal for me as it could have been. But for the most part my whole high school experience was 
so utterly miserable that I was just really excited to be away. | think I have some regrets about it now but I feel as if I 
really cut a lot of people out of my life. ANDREW: So what are your regrets? 

SQOYOUNG: Maybe that I was so extreme about it. I still, at this point, don’t have any real interest in going to a high 
school reunion type of thing or whatever. But I never felt very comfortable with my social life in hgh school and pretty 
much all of my formative years. It really wasn’t until college that I made any friends. 


ANDREW: What was your major in college? 
SOOYOUNG: I majored in math. Not so much because I really loved it, but kinda just by default, I guess. I went to a school 
where you didn’t have to declare your major until junior year. My junior year rolled around and I still hadn't done it. 1 
was like, “Oh shit!”, so I figured, “Well...” And I enjoyed it at that point so it seemed like the thing to do. I quickly 
realized after declaring my major that I wasn’t very good at it. I just sort of stuck it out. 
ANDREW: Do you ever wish you went along with that path instead of playing in a band and touring all year? 
SOOYOUNG: You mean, did I ever consider becoming an academic? ANDREW: Yeah. SQOYOUNG: No, because by that 
time my senior year had rolled around. Everyone else was taking the GRE and thinking about graduate school, I had 
realized that there was no way I was ever going to succeed as a mathematician, as far as becoming a professor and doing 
research and stuff. And by that point I had become pretty heavily involved with playing music, so I think, in the back of 
my mind I had already made the decision 
ANDREW: You said once, in an interview, “I'm not encouraging anyone to enter the rock industry. It’s filled with sleazy 
sexist, racist and corrupt people.” Can you tell me something about that? 
SOOYOUNG: I think I do remember that interview. I was in a particularly foul mood. But do I still believe that? Yeah, for 
the most part it’s only marginally worse than what you'd encounter in the typical job market, or any other kind of field. I 
think also when you tour around in a van and you go into these different places and play different clubs, you see some of 
the worst sides of people. But there's an up-side to that in that you meet a lot of cool people, too. I don’t know. The 
music industry is the music industry. It’s entertainment. It's as bad as it is because it’s a reflection of our mores as a 
country, ANDREW: You said you get to see the worst side of people on tour, and 
that made me think about your lineup changes within the band itself. Did you see the sides of your bandmates that you 
didn’t want to see? Enough to make you stop playing music with them? 
SOOYOUNG: Well, most of our lineup changes happened within the first two years of the band, between 1991-1993. The 
current people in the band, with the exception of the bass player William, have been in Seam for a little over two years 
now. We didn’t really start to become a band until our lineup did stabilize. I think right around the time The Problem 
With Me came out we were starting to be a band and less of like a bunch of people who got together occasionally, fucked 
around, and didn’t do anything for months. We were really just an incredibly lazy bunch of people. 


ANDREW: So how happy are you with the state of the band right now? 

SQOYOUNG: I’m really happy. I think I play with people who are easy 
to get along with and are good musicians. We all get along well, so I don’t anticipate any kind of changes. And mostly, 
people who would be leaving were victim of the band going through growing pains. When you're a band and you just 
fuck around every week, maybe record some stuff, it’s just not much of an obligation, really. Early on we were playing 
with friends who were just doing it because they thought it might be fun. If you have a normal job and you want to get on 
that kind of career track, it’s impossible to be in a band that tours. The biggest conflict came when we decided maybe we 
should go on tour to support the record, the record being The Problem With Me. At that point some people were like, “Oh 
shit, I can’t take off a month from work.” And it becomes obvious that you can’t continue your relationship because, you 
know, different people have different agendas. ANDREW: Do you ever get the feeling that people try to read into your 
lyrics too much? Maybe take your music too literally? 
SOOYOUNG: Usually I just shy away from direct questions about lyrics and I almost don’t let people get to that point. But 
sometimes in letters that I get, that we get, I do notice that there’s certain people who over-analyze things and read into 
what might not be there or just maybe completely misread it. That’s OK, too. Misreading is what it’s about also. 
ANDREW: I recently read a review of the last record in Magnet, was it? And it went something like. “Oh, I'd probably be 
good friend with Sooyoung.” You know, judging by the lyrics. How accurate is the tone of your lyrics, your records, to 
your actual personality? 
SOOYOUNG: Oh god, I'm probably the worst person to comment on that. It’s sort of hard to remove yourself and look at it 
that way. I think our songs are an honest reflection of some part of me. But I wouldn’t say that it’s the whole thing. 
People’s personalities are complicated and only some of it comes out in your songwriting. I think sometimes, especially 
with this last record, most of the songs were written during a period in my life when things weren't going very well. 1 
think it has a much darker one than the rest of the records. So just based on one record it’s kinda hard to talk about what 
kind of reflection it is on your personality. 
ANDREW; | guess, as just a listener, your records have a very unhappy tone. And the thing that makes them work is that 
you don’t give the listener too much information, so that we still have the room to make our own connections. But can 
you give me any idea of where you're coming from? What did it to you? SOOYOUNG: It’s a combination of a bunch of. 
things. The songs on that record were written in pretty much two batches. Part of it had to do with things that were going 
wrong with my relationship at the time. Maybe not so much about the breakup, but what was happening beforehand. I 
wouldn’t say that a majority of the record is about that, though. That’s one of the things that people kind of assume- that 
it’s a record about a breakup. But there’re a lot of other things on that record that are more about the way I look at things. 
Like, my place in the world. ANDREW: Where do you see yourself? 
SOOYOUNG: Well, it’s hard to say. I think when I find that out I'll stop writing songs. If there’s anything lyrically that 
links all of our records together, I think it has something to do with the voice that I use, the perspective which I write 
songs from which comes from being Asian-American. There are things that happened to me that are different than things 
that happened to other people who write songs, regardless if they’re other people of color or not. I think, a lot of times in 
the past, I've repressed some of these feelings and a lot of that anger comes out in the songwriting. Those are 
occasionally things that show up in the lyrics on every record. It’s become less and less of a blind kind of anger, more of 
an expression of my confusion about things. Just acknowledging that there are really complicated issues in my life that I 
have to deal with every day that probably other people of color deal with too. That’s about as succinct as I can get, really. 
It’s hard to talk about because I don’t think of certain songs, really. I kind of think of records as a whole, and I’m already 
thinking of the next record at this point and some of the songs are coming together, but we haven't really started on that. 
ANDREW: You seem to be very conscious of being Asian-American, and I’m obviously Asian-American as well, but I 
can’t say that I see the same frustration that you do. It’s difficult for me to relate, even though I know I should. I’m sure it 
has a lot to do with the fact that I’ve been relatively sheltered for most of my life. Can you tell me something about what 
bothers you, or what you're dealing with? 
: It’s a complicated thing because there are so many facets of my life where I feel like I’m re-learning how to 
do things or I’m thinking about stuff more than I might have been in the past. Some of it has to do with my self-image 
and some of it has to do with reflecting on relationships I’ve had in the past. 
Figuring out why it is why you do some of the things that you do. Some of it gets really personal, but I guess I got to the 
point in my life where I realized that there were reasons why I have tastes in things, reasons why I look at people a 
certain way. There are reasons why I trust people- certain kinds of people. Re-examining that has been very painful for 
me. And I’ve come to the conclusion that a lot of it has to do with my ethnicity. It’s not like I’ve felt the kind of culture- 
clash that a lot of other Asian Americans have felt. I don’t know, maybe like you, I don’t know if you’re second or third 
generation, but I haven’t really experienced what children of more recent immigrants have, as far as that goes. In a way, I 
think that’s been kind of worse for me, just not having any sense of where my parents were coming from and being angry 
at them for being the way that they are, which I guess they can’t help. ANDREW: So have you resolved that issue? 

SOOYOUNG: I feel like I’ve resolved a big chunk of 

it. I'm at the stage in my life where it’s been going on for a really long time. If there’s anything that I would describe as 
reasons for my anger, it would probably be those things that deal with my identity as a person, which also includes being 


Asian-American. It’s not like it’s some kind of “back to the motherland’ kick or something like that. I’m probably the 
furthest person that you would find from that kind of thing. I guess a lot of it has to do with how I grew up, where I grew 
up. and who I grew up around. 

ANDREW: And that sort of leads into my next question. I think the most interesting thing about your records is the titles, 
specifically The Problem With Me and Are You Driving Me Crazy? Can you tell me something about what’s behind those 
titles, if anything? Does it have anything to do with what you were just talking about? 

SOOYOUNG: Yeah, sure. 

I think a lot about the titles of records and they’re both, in a way, supposed to work on a couple of different levels. In a 
way, there’s a kind of humor to it. It’s kind of preposterous to call a record ‘The Problem With Me’, and it’s sort of 
heavy-handed and there’s that side to it, too. But it’s kind of like a joke. What I was thinking, specifically of, was I was at 
my parents’ house and my father was, at one time back in the seventies, really into these self-help books. You know, 
Games People Play and You Are Your Own Best Friend, you know, really cheesy books. But I kind of looked at that 
record as being a cheesy self-help book in the sort of way and I though ‘The Problem With Me’ was kind of hilarious like 
that. And on the more literal level, it is a record about my self image, faults I think I have. ‘Are You Driving Me Crazy’ 
is a rhetorical question. It works in that same kind of way. The original title was ‘Am I Driving You Crazy?” and it got 
twisted around somehow and ‘Are You Driving Me Crazy’ seemed even more ridiculous. It’s funny, it’s like I'm not 
even sure that you’re driving me crazy, asked in this rhetorical way. 

ANDREW: So, in that sense, are people reading into your music too much? Is there a more rhetorical, or sarcastic edge that 
I’m missing? | SQOYOUNG: More in the titles, and not so much in the songs. The songs are more sincere in that way. It’s 
always hard for a title to sum up all the songs on a record and you can’t pretend that they do that very well. In a way it’s a 
catchy kind of thing to say, “This could be what these are all about” but maybe not. I don’t think that people should listen 
to the songs in that kind of way. They should just listen to them and take them at face value, but I'm kind of in a dubious 
position to make any sort of suggestion like that. 

ANDREW: When I'm writing my magazine, sometimes I fec! like I’m giving too much away, like I’m getting too personal. 
Sometimes I think some things about me should be known my somebody who just happens to pick up a copy from his or 
her friend. Do you ever feel like you're compromising yourself too much? Maybe draw the line and say, “Maybe I should 
keep this one to myself.” 

SOOYOUNG: Yeah, that occasionally crosses my mind, but I rarely let it get to that point. I don’t do that a lot because I 
don’t think there are a lot of things I like to hold back. There aren’t, really. I’ve had to grapple with that over the years, 
especially in a live performing situation where you’re playing a show and you're singing these songs, some of them very 
personal songs about things you might think other people shouldn’t know. It’s odd, though, because I think I've come to 
feel like I need to do it. An addiction, maybe? It’s really, incredibly cathartic, and if I didn’t do it, I think I'd have to find 
another outlet. Maybe writing fiction or something like that. I probably wouldn't be good at that at all, but whatever. It’s 
hard for me to picture a life without this outlet, I don’t know if you feel the same way. 

ANDREW: Yeah, I can relate to the addiction idea. As soon as you realize that there’s an outlet for this, you want 
to push it and see what happens. Just like, how am I going to react when I look at it maybe, five years down. I guess 
that’s what separates a lot of music, and a lot of writing. The intent behind it. Like when I listen to a band like Codeine, I 
get the sense that these people are taking a chance with me, the listener. 

SOOYOUNG: There’s a faith in the listener that you have to acknowledge, kind of, and that’s one of the problems I have. 
Especially when your records start selling more. On our last tour, we were playing some shows where it really just felt 
like the audience was there because they had heard about it in Alternative Press or something. I didn’t feel the same level 
of connection that I've felt with some smaller crowds. But that’s the thing about being in a band, you guess it would be 
cool to be bigger, or it would be nice if we made a little more money and more people came to our shows. But we had. 
this problem during the second to last show of our tour where these totally drunk fraternity guys were there, just causing 
all these problems like pinching girls in the butt and stuff like that. They were screaming in the middle of quiet songs and 
my first impulse was like, “God! Who are these assholes? I wish they would get out of here.” And then I realized halfway 
through the set that these guys were Seam fans! They knew all of our songs and they were singing along, in their drunken 
kind of way. I was horrified, it was like, boneheads were actually familiar with our music! But then again, the flipside to 
that is that you can’t be such an elitist as to say, “Only people I like are going to buy Seam records.” You have no control 
over who buys your records and you shouldn’t really care, I guess. It’s just disturbing to me to think that people who I 
couldn’t hang out with in a normal situation are buying our records. So that’s the point when I think our music is 
becoming somewhat removed from the original intent. 

ANDREW: Well, when I put together the magazine, or do anything creative for that matter, I’m always including little 
sheets of paper as sort of disclaimers to go along with the product. Updates, background information, and so on. If you 
had the chance to include a little booklet about yourself in each one of your records, what would you want the listener to 
know about you that he or she might not get from the music? 


SOOYOUNG: As sort of a footnote, huh? ANDREW: Exactly. SOOYOUNG: I guess it would be something like, 

“I’m actually a normal person and I’m not a bummer to hang out with.” I think people sometimes, like, when I talk to 
people at shows, people have assumptions about you because all they know about is what they’ve heard on record or 
something like that. Sometimes people are overly cautious about approaching me, and think that I’m going to be this 
cranky person or that I’m just going to be catatonic or something, when usually 'm quite happy to meet people at shows. 
Sometimes my friends give me a hard time and say, “Oh Seam, it’s bummer rock.” 

I think sometimes there’s this image of, not just me and Seam but of my band members too, that we sit around reading in 
dark corners or sitting in silence. But we actually enjoy doing stuff like watching sports on TV and drinking beer. I don’t 
know, shit that normal people do. 


(end of interview] 
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8/27. Visited my friend at NYU, who’s only 
been there for a few days. Glad I went. It’s nice to 
see someone who's already settled into his new 
environment, granted if it's only New York. We sit 
around in his room, eat hamburgers and listen to 
Built to Spill. On the way back home I catch a 
glimpse of my friend’s ex-girlfriend. I walk on, but 
| wonder if she still recognizes me and I wonder if 
she still thinks about my friend. 8/29. Tonight I 
saw a few people for the last time before they 
would leave for college. We talked about 
nonsensical things and laughed. We avoided the 
subject of their departure fairly well, and I can’t 
say it was even on our minds until it was finally 
time to leave. I’m going to miss them, but it’s no 
big deal because I know the year will pass quickly 
and summer will come sooner than I think. 
Tomorrow will be my birthda) 

8/30. | turned eighteen today and I don’t even 
want to think about it. As usual, I wait to see if any 
one of my friends remembers, but the ones that 
would are all at school. Spent the day at home. I 
don’t really feel old, but the issue of age is 
becoming more and more apparent. If you asked 
me ten years ago about what I'd be like at 
eighteen, I wouldn't even be able to answer, Ten 
years seems like such a long time, but I guess it 
isn’t, right? What will I be like in ten years? It 
hasn't rained in twenty-one days, but I hardly 
notice 

8/31. Visited my friend at NYU again, but this 
time it’s not so encouraging. His roommate is an 
asshole and the city’s no fun when you've grown 
up in it. We return to Scarsdale and mope around 
the 7-11 and sit on my parents’ car all night. It 
seems like that’s what I always do around here, but 
that’s fine by me. I guess the biggest thing that 
bothers me about this town is the people. The 
extreme punk rockers and drug addicts make me 
angry. But the kids here seem to be going through 
more of a phase than accepting a way of life. I hate 
to use the word, but a lot of people seem very fake 
here. They seem to change their philosophies too 
often, and that makes it hard to believe what 
people have to say. We spend the rest of our night 
listening to the final mix-down of our band’s demo 
and it was a good time. Harmless enough. 


[a@. CONT. ON NEXT PAGE] 


(FIRST TENCE] 


I didn’t want to feel 


old- that would be the 
last thing I'd wish. I 
guess it was around 
July or August of last 
year when J first 
seriously began 
thinking about my 
move to RISD. Of 
course I had my 
assumptions and I 
believed what I 
wanted to believe: that 
the people would be 
smarter, and more 
focused than my peers 
in high school. But 
during my first week 
here, I realized that it 
wasn't what I expected 
at all. In fact, it almost 
seemed as if I was 
back in the tenth 
grade, and ina strange 
‘as a relief to 


[OPENING 
PARAGRAPH] 


If it is true that college 


gives you a chance to 
mature, it is also true 
that you have the 
choice not to, and I 
think I enjoy being in 


the tenth grade again. 


impact on me in the 
way I don’t think I got 
as much out of it as I 
should have. I was 
too involved in trying 
to separate myself 
from the typical 
adolescant behaviors, 


SECTION D. STARTS HERE SECTION C. STARTS HERE 


My sky blue CVS toothpaste oozes 
out of its tube onto my bathroom 
counter and it occurs to me that it is an 
ironic time to think about college 

At that moment I was two weeks 
into my summer vacation, realizing 
that I was wasting the summer away 
while I stood fascinated at the slow 
movement of the liquefied gel. As the 
work piled up on my desk and as my 
wallet gradually emptied itself I knew 
my movement, too, was slow. 

The school year scanned by me. I 
could recognize individual 
experiences, but just before I had the 
opportunity to soak them in, another 
one was upon me. I remember a lot of 
people, and throw in an occasional 
snow storm and creative breakdown 
and you have my freshman year. My 
feelings remain mixed. I can divide 
those nine months into stages, but the 
one I remember most fondly is the last 
one, for immediate reasons only. Yes, 
it was a blur and that’s what it’ll be. I 
can pick out the time when I stayed up 
all night to complete a project that I 
was never happy with, the times I got 
drunk alone in my room waiting for 
people who never showed, the time I 
had to study for my final but did 
everything else instead, and finally, the 
hectic last two days of packing and 
“see you next year’s. Yeah, I know it 
all had a big effect on me but who 
knows in what way. For the first time 
in as long as I can remember, I can’t 
say that I care to look back. 

Fuck nostalgia. Who needs it? It ll 
only bring me down if I give it ime. 
Now, at this moment, I have all the 
time in the world and that’s fine. I fill 
my days with books, paints, and sleep; 
all can remember from yesterday is 
making a bow! of soup and setting a 
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book out to read, but never touching 
the novel and pushing the noodles 


{C. CONT. ON NEXT PAGE.] 


a. [CONT. FROM PREV. PAGE] 


9/1. Milled around the house and noticed how 
tired I was. My house makes me tired, probably 
because it’s in the middle of the suburbs and 
there’s little to take in day to day other than the 
occassional toddler playing on their lawn. I went 
over to my friend’s house and we went through 
some old baseball cards. Old names like Wally 
Backman, Keith Hernandez, and Gary Carter are 
nice to hear. Spent the night at a beer party where 
it was fun, but J felt a little uneasy. A lot of that 
had to do with the absence of most of my friends. I 
can’t say that I like the people at the party at all. 
9/2. | went record shopping in the city and two 
hours passed like two minutes. I can spend all 
day and night sifting through dog-eared singles. 
There's nothing I like better. Some people like to 
watch TV or go to the movies. I guess I just love 
going through record stores. I settled for a 
Freakwater CD and the new Palace album. My 
friend got Sentridoh and the Grifters on vinyl. We 
went back to his place and we listened and talked. 
I made a mix tape for a friend at school right 
before I went to sleep. Some Slint, Rachel’s, 
Portastatic and Rodan. 

9/3. I helped my friend pack for his move to 
college. We bundled up records, crates of 
unlabeled cassettes and some clothes. I wasn’t 
dying to leave home a few weeks ago, but now 
that things have already changed, college doesn’t 
sound too bad at all. I feel an urge to leave for 
Providence. Right this minute. My friends call me 
and tell me about the people they’ve met and the 
cities they’ve moved to. I want to meet some new 
people and more importantly, I want to tell my 
friends something, too. I feel as if I’m missing out 
on a very important experience. 

9/5. Tuesday night at the video store is pretty 
satisfying. Everything’s back from the weekend 
and I can have my choice of movies to take home. 
The only other people in the store were two 
middle-aged looking men, but when I looked 
closely, I realized that they weren’t as old as I 
thought. It turns out that they were in my brother's 
grade in high school. Only three years older than 
me. I’m stunned to see how they’ve aged and I 
swore to myself that I wouldn't become so old so 
fast. I take home White and shudder as I walk out 
the door. 

9/6. Got zines back from the printer. They did a 
shit job of binding and I’m pretty disappointed. 
You work your ass off until you’re finally 
satisfied with the results enough to stop, and the 
rest is out of your hands. Sometimes things like 
that can make you feel powerless. How anti- 
climactic. At night I went to the Merge CMJ 


@. CONT. ON NEXT PAGE] 


thinking that it would 
make me a better 
person. But instead of 
making me more 
confident about 
myself, my actions 
only found a way to 
make me bitter. I spent 
too much time judging 
things instead of 
experiencing them. I 
realized this during the 
tail end of my senior 
year, when it was 
already too late. 


(SUPPORT #1] 


[TRANSITION] 
I prepared myself to 
meet mature, young 
adults who would 
embody the standards 
of RISD. Instead, I got 
clones of my high 
school classmates. It is 
true that everybody 
matures from the 
move from high 
school to college, and 
I think everybody 
I've met so far shows 
that maturation in one 
way or another, but 
they also show that 
energy I saw early in 
high school. People 
get excited about the 
same ‘superficial’ 
things like parties, 
weekends, and just 
having a good time, 
which I find to be very 
refreshing after 
removing myself from 
that for such a long 
time. Not everybody 
is a heavy thinker. In 
fact, the majority of 
the people here don’t 
think much at all, and 
T enjoy their company 
more than the deep 
philosophers who are 
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around in my cracked mug instead. I 
am numb with indifference and I've 
become de-sensitized towards my own 
problems and most of everyone else’s. 
The whole year I was faced with 
problems in class, and I learned to deal 
with them quickly and decisively. 

The creative process has always 
been individual for me. 

Hence, now I feel sick when I hear 
myself talk too much, and I just want 
to do things. I feel an urge to do as 
much as I can during these next few 
years, meaning that I want to do 
everything decisively and quickly as 
my projects this year have forced me to 
do; procrastination just hinders me, I 
want to read more, and watch more 
baseball so that I can name the starting 
rotations for the entire American 
League East. I want to learn how to 
play drums and see that movie. The 
little things are what keeps me from 
feeling like shit. Traveling is not a big 
concern as of yet, but I know it will be 
soon. 

I think it’s interesting that my 
thoughts have almost taken a 180° turn 
in a few short months, but I can’t deny 
that I feel like there’s a lot that I don’t 
know. Last week I walked into a 
library and I felt quite pathetic. 

It reminds me that I was in tenth 
grade when I first read Moby Dick, and 
in the opening page the protagonist 
says; “Whenever I find myself 
growing grim about the mouth; 
whenever it is damp, drizzly November 
in my soul; whenever I find myself 
involuntarily pausing before coffin 
warehouses, and bringing up the rear of 
every funeral I meet; and especially 
whenever my hypos get such an upper 
hand on me, that it requires a strong 
moral principle to prevent me from 
deliberately stepping into the street, 
and methodically knocking people's 
hats off- then , I account it high time to 
get to sea as soon as I can.” I can relate 
to that passage in my own terms, and 
even though I won't truly understand it 
for some time, I see its relevance. It 
will be my turn soon enough. 


END OF SECTION. 
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showcase at the Knitting Factory to see 
Portastatic. Mac and his acoustic guitar floor me as 
I stand in a steamy, over-crowded room. J laugh 
when I realize how happy his set made me. My 
patience runs out soon after he’s done playing and 
we begin the drive home. I’m so revved that I 
throw everything around in the back seat. 


out of my house in quite a dramatic fashion and jet 
to the Simple Machines showcase at the Knitting 
Factory. Even though I'm completely drained (for 
no better reason than boredom), I’m super-excited 
to see the Ida and Raymond Brake crew. They're 
about the nicest people you'll meet, without an 
ounce of rock stardom in them. I have a brief yet 
comforting chat with Liz from Ida about 
Providence (she went to school at Brown). I'm 
assured that the next four years at RISD will be all 
right, and I'll learn to love Providence like she 
had. Now I REALLY want to go to school and 
that’s all I think about during the otherwise boring 
Simple Machines showcase, save Ida and the 
Raymond Brake. I go to sleep knowing that 
tomorrow is my last day at home and I don’t even 
feel like waking up. 

9/8. y is my last day, but I’m too busy 
stripping my room to think about it much. It’s sad 
to see your room empty and all your things packed 
into boxes. I said good-bye to some of my friends 
on the phone. I can’t even begin to write it all 
down, I’m excited, but at the same time I’m sorry 
to have to give up everything. But I can’t help but 
feel like it's my time and it all has to be done. I'll 
laugh at all of this soon, I'm sure. 

1 go to sleep in my empty room and think about 
the dream I had last night. Something about eating 
a bowl of Spaghetti O’s in the high school library 
and saying over and over, “There's no meatballs. 
There’s no meatballs...” | wonder what it all 
means. 9/9. So today was it. I've been building up 
to this day for months now and to go along with 
the over-riding theme of this all, it was pretty over- 
rated. No gut-wrenching fear, doubt or what not. I 
just woke up early, put the bags in the car and 
drove for four hours. When I reached RISD after 
what seemed to be a very short car ride, the scene, 
obviously, was a bit chaotic. My first observance 
was that the people looked exactly how I imagined 
freshman art students to look like. I'll leave it at 
that. My room is small but sufficient nonetheless. 
I'm excited 


9710. My floor has already casted me off as a 
loner, so to speak, which would be the logical 
reaction for someone who doesn’t really speak and 
has a single room with the door locked. T must 


too caught up in 
hearing their own 
‘sophisticated’ one- 
liners. 


[SUPPORT #2] 


Maybe my change in 
attitude has a lot to do 
with the fact that I am 
in art school, and for 
the first time ever I'm 
surrounded by people 
who I can relate to on 
a creative level. I’m 
much more 
comfortable around 
my peers at RISD 
because there is much 
more in common 
between us. In high 
school I was 
surrounded by athletes 
and future politicians, 
which was fine, but I 
just seem more at ease 
in a school of artists. 
‘That feeling has a lot 
to do with my increase 
in self-confidence, and 
1 feel I am not as 


reserved as I was a 
year ago. 
[SUPPORT #3} 

I'm not sure when I 
stopped being so 
naive, or when I 
stopped trying to read 
into people too much. 
Dorm life has changed 
me in that way. Seeing 
the same faces 
everyday in the 
bathroom or during 
mealtime doesn’t 
allow you the time or 
the space to analyze 
moments too much, 
As soon as one 
experience ends, 
another one begins, 
and it’s not like home 
where you can lock 
yourself in a room and 
think. Here it seems as 
if there is never a 
moment to myself, 
therefore I cannot 
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remember that no one knows anyone here, even 
though it might not seem that way. Regrettably. 
the sinking feeling I hoped would never come 
indeed has. I miss home, but I can’t dwell on that. 
At night I walk down my floor slowly, trying to 
catch someone as they come out of their room (god 
forbid knock on their door -what would I say?) I 
manage to introduce myself to somebody, but it 
turns out he’s a complete asshole. Ten minutes 

into the conversation he tells me that he wants to 
fuck a lot of chicks this year’. Needless to say, 
this guy is not someone I'd want to hang out with. 
He insisted we ‘jam’ as I said good bye and went 
to sleep. Not a good start. 

9/11. This morning I slept through the 
freshman outing to the beach, not because I 
wanted to be a badass, but because that stuff really 
makes me uncomfortable. I wandered around the 
empty campus [only freshman tend to live on 
campus at RISD] and it felt nice. I take back 
several bags of potato chips from the cafeteria and 
listen to Si joh albums for the rest of the day 

9/12. 1 think the reason I’m writing so much is 
because I like to fool myself into believing that 
I'm doing something productive with my time. I 
Went up the street to check out some records and 
I'm pretty satisfied to have found the new Don 
Cab for $6 (promo). I can hear people outside my 
door talking, and the people outside the window 
drown out the music as well. I know I'm not anti- 
social, but it seems like too much of a pain in the 
ass to get out there. Yeah, it’s a wimpy move, but I 
don’t feel like doing anything about it. I think I 
miss laughing out loud the most. Am I screaming 
out to be a charity case? This situation has got to 
change. Soon, too. 


9/13. | Weave the door to my room open all 
day so I can watch the people go by. My room, 
definitely having the ‘new room’ feel to it, 
seems quite bare. I didn’t bring any posters with 
me, so the walls are empty other that the one 
or two photographs I've hung with masking 
tape. I feel exhausted and all I do is sleep all the 
time. I find myself getting tired doing the most 
mundane things. I spend the rest of the night 
getting ready for bed and the first day of classes 
tomorrow. 


9/14, Today it rained. I don’t think it’s rained 
in a very long time. The last cloudy day, to my 
memory, dated way back to around when I was 
still in school. And I think about how, I haven't 
gone anywhere during that time. I would say 
that I’m the same exact person. The first day of 
classes was fine, I guess. The people are just 
like the people I my high school and if you boil 
it down, this can be seen as everything I hated 
about high school, but magnified a few times 
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findenough time to 
focus myself enough 
to pout. People have 
grown on me, no 
matter how different 
they are from me. I 
enjoy the company of 
my peers in the same 
way I enjoyed my 
peers in tenth grade 
I'm learning to be 
social 


all over again 
[CONCLUDING 
PARAGRAPH] 

It seems to easy to get 
angry at ‘shallow’ 
individuals and it’s too 
easy to find faults in 
people. I know I'd 
rather be in high 

school right now 
anyway. Who wants to 
feel old? It's 
comforting to know 

that not all people 
aren't so quick to find 
faults in others as I 

was during my last 

two years in high 
school. Freshman life 
at RISD resembles my 
experiences in 
sophomore year at 
Edgemont High in the 
way that I'm learning 

to deal with people in 
the same way as I did 
then. I enjoy talking to 
people who don’t tell 
me how difficult 
things are, and who 
choose not to think 
about things like that 
at all. It takes much 
more strength as a 
person to enjoy things 
than it does to 


[ENDING 
STATEMENT] 


[This essay titled “A 
Four Year Vacation” 
was written sometime 
in December for my 
arguementative 
writing class} 


complain about them. 
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only because I’m dwelling on it so much. I 
talked to the cafeteria chef during lunch, and it 
felt strange to say more than two sentences at a 
time to someone else. You know what the 
pathetic thing is? I’m sure I'd have a great time 
if I just talked to a few more people, but for 
some reason, I won't let it happen. Like I 
wanted it to be like this in the first place. 9/16 
More ups and downs. I put away all my 
Sebadoh and Palace records and tried something 
new. I opened my door and blasted Operation 
Ivy and Black Flag for a few minutes and I 
think I met more people in ten minutes than I 
did in a week. Was it the music or did people 
just need to know that I was there? Either way it 
was all really funny to me. At night I went back 
to my Palace CDs. 


9/17. After a successful day of talking to 
more people, I went to see the Secret Stars at 
Brown U. Three shitty bands opened up for 
them, but the Secret Stars were a lot of fun. At 
the same time as the show there was a party a 
few blocks away and I kinda wished I had 
gone to that, too. It seems like all the people on 
my floor went because when I came home it 
was almost silent. I spent the rest of the night 
chatting with a few people in front of my door 
They weren't people I'd want to hang out with a 
lot, but it was still nice to talk to somebody 

9/22. 1 haven't written in a while and that’s 
good because I’ve been hanging out a lot. My 
floor is a balanced mixture of potheads, hippies, 
skaters, and even some wanna-be-tough-guys, 
and we all get along pretty well, knowing that 
we cach haven't found our respective groups 
just yet. 9/28. I’m beginning to settle into a 
routine. I'm around people whom I get along 
with, and my floor isn’t bad. Yesterday I saw 
Seam and Spent at the Met Cafe and it’s great to 
finally see Seam after three years. I saw a lot of 
now familiar faces at the show and even met 
some new people. I’m starting to enjoy this, 
maybe everything except the work load. 'm 
starting to think about how this is probably the 
only time where I’ll get to do all of this kind of 
stuff, and still not worry about rent and paying 
the bills, so I'd better soak it up. I really have 
nothing too complain about, and I have to watch 
myself before I get too spoiled 
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